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taken her to be his son's wife, But that son had
taken to wrong ways and made her life bitter.
The poet had seen that the young woman was
unhappy and felt it his duty to treat her with
consideration and make her life bearable. The old
man's heart now melted in pity to see his daughter-
in-law covering her anxiety with a smile. Even
before she became his son's wife she had been to
him as a daughter. Today again she transcended the
relationship of daughter-in-law and became some-
thing nearer. She was not a beauty, though not
devoid of good looks. To the poet's eyes looking
at her in tenderness and pity, the good looks of
Ottilie, without being great beauty, seemed infi-
nitely attractive as a daughter's. Half jocosely
he said to her, "Give me your little hand ;" and
when she put out her hand, he kissed it, fondling
it as he might a child's. This exertion seemed to
be more than he could stand and the next moment
he.went into stupor again.

Was it again that face ? No, it was Ottilie's
face. No it was his daughter's face. No; what
daughter had he ? He had only a son. This
face was his daughter-in-law's face. No, it was
that other face......

He had looked for pleasure in experience,
and had found a little of it there. He had held